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THE PICTURES OF JESUS IN 
THE LOUVRE* 

BY O. W. FIRKINS 



I write of the small inf cints in the Louvre 

To which the hands that drew them gave the name 

Of Jesus ; I will set them side by side ; 

And he that lists may call the matter vain. 

And he that wills may ponder ; earth is large. 

There are strange infants on these storied walls : 
Verrochio's with the spirit sunk in earth, 
Credi's with hard, impermeable eyes, 
Carrucci's with the brutish, idiot stare, 
A Lippi with an old and wizened look, 
And that grained lump of Umbria's sullen clay 
That Perugino placed in Mary's arms ; 
Giorgione's is a tawny Bacchanal, 
Emergent from the lethargy of wine. 
And Titian's babe is sure (amid all doubts) 
That milk and sleep are sanative for boys. 
With casual looks that roam — adventurers — 
In that uncharted sea, a mother's face. 

There's Veronese's brown and mottled boy 

With the quick, lancet look in the fixed eyes, 

And Cimabue's sturdy little man. 

Firm-faced, strong-wristed, steady as the square. 

And upright as the compass, he shall wield ; 

And Francia's with the patriarchal head 

That centuries might have tonsured, and the eyes 

That look out meekly on the mazef ul world 

In their strange innocence of yesterdays ; 

• Note. — Where the same painter Is mentioned more than once la this poem, the 
references are to separate paintings of divergent types. — ^Aathor. 
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And Perugino has a courtly babe 

The face bland, and the light wrist backward flung 

In delicate refusal modishly — 

Only the eyes, the eyes with lake-like calm, 

Reclaim the wavering godhead; plump jmd round, 

A babe of Botticelli's, on his back. 

Two cynic eyebrows indolently curves 

At this xmprobed and questionable world ; 

And Spagna's is a midge-philosopher. 

Naked and prone, his finger on his lip. 

The roimded legs crossed meditatively 

While he the faces o'er his head surveys 

With tentative, agnostic tolerance 

Note Raphael in that small bright innocent group, 

Where slumbers the child Jesus tranquilly ; 

The sleep hangs like a down or clinging fleece 

On the mild limbs and makes them lovable 

(Sleep for the godhead! Can the godhead need 

That harbor from the turbulence of man?) 

Murillo has a child with vermeil lips 

And a strayed, drooping lock, and in the eyes 

Such dewy, shy, beseeching innocence; 

Compact of hope and fear, like some frail flower 

Whose hesitant motion bids you vainly guess 

If it be dance or tremor; Gozzoli 

Has drawn a child of lightness magical, 

A bubble seems it by God's breath upblown 

In some faint fllm of flesh; and Raphael, 

In that fair picture which the gracious French 

Stamp in the bright enamel of their tongue 

With the clear signet, " Belle Jardiniere," 

Painted a babe whose eyes are upward turned — 

Eyes — ^the whole body changes to an eye. 

The limbs dream, and the form is meditant ; 

Mother above and child beneath repose 

Each in the other's look, like sky and sea 

At sunset, in forgetfulness of time. 

Sarto has limned a visionary child 
With a face cuplike, fashioned like a Grail — 
like the Grail's legend mystical yet warm ; 
He dreams, yet there is wildness on the brow, 
As if the wind of God had blown like flame 
On some still altar dedicate to peace. 
And Raphael, in that picture, fit for kings. 
Which the first Francis guerdoned with his name, 
Hath drawn a child prayerful as Sarto's own. 
But in the veins there runs a lustier life ; 
Dark, with the dark of grape or the grape's wine, 
From plenitude of color, stands the boy ; 

vot. cox. — NO. 762 42 
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The eyes gaze in adoring steadfastness ; 

But through the calmness leaps another mood, 

A passionate exultation, a high joy 

Like the heart's bound at vision of great seas, 

And sting of their salt billows. And the thought 

Of Leonardo to like purpose ranged. 

When underneath those figures venerant, 

Calm Mary, and her kind, plain mother Anne, 

He drew a Christ whose eyes had kept the gleam 

Reflected from the swords of cherubim 

And seraphs helmed; yet chastened and subdued 

By ardors Irom the beatific throne. 

To all these Christs or Christs akin to these 

Have men brought tears and worship, love and prayer ; 

And he wno iists may call the matter vain. 

And he who wills may ponder ; earth is wide. 



O. W. Firkins. 



